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this feeling gave way to one of intense gratitude when I found
that he was not going to make love to the elderly canoness who
disguised herself as a soldier. I had mortally feared an attempt to
revive the detestable Lurcher and Priscilla business from Dorothy;
and it is something to be able to say that my fears were ground-
less. The comic business, if it is sometimes unnecessarily silly and
vulgar, is at least not odious.

Somebody has sent me a cutting from which I gather that a
proposal to form a critics' club has reached the very elementary
stage of being discussed in the papers in August. Now clearly a
critic should not belong to a club at all. He should not know
anybody: his hand should be against every man, and every man's
hand against his. Artists insatiable by the richest and most fre-
quent doses of praise; entrepreneurs greedy for advertisement;
people without reputations who want to beg or buy them ready
made; the rivals of the praised; the friends, relatives, partisans,
and patrons of the damned: all these have their grudge against
the unlucky Minos in the stalls, who is himself criticized in the
most absurd fashion.

People have pointed out evidences of personal feeling in my
notices as if they were accusing me of a misdemeanor, not know-
ing that a criticism written without personal feeling is not worth
reading. It is the capacity for making good or bad art a personal
matter that makes a man a critic. The artist who accounts for my
disparagement by alleging personal animosity on my part is
quite right: when people do less than their best, and do that less
at once badly and self-complacently, I hate them, loathe them,
detest them, long to tear them limb from limb and strew them
in gobbets about the stage or platform. (At the Opera, the tempta-
tion to go out and ask one of the sentinels for the loan of his Mar-
tini, with a round or two of ammunition, that I might rid the
earth of an incompetent conductor or a conceited and careless
artist, has come upon me so strongly that I have been withheld
only by my fear that, being no marksman, I might hit the wrong
person and incur the guilt of slaying a meritorious singer.)

In the same way, really fine artists inspire me with the wannest